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arts, with his father, and mother, and two sweet
younger sisters. Where I saw, in Major Matsony
such calm type of truth, gentleness, and simpli-
city, as I have myself found in soldiers or sailors
only; and so admirable to me that I have never
been able, since those Woolwich times, to gather
myself up against the national guilt of war, see-
ing that such men were made by the "discipline
of it.

But at Mr. Dale's were also two senior pupils,,
little known to me except, Henry Dart by his*
large hazel eyes, and Edmund Oldfield by his al-
ready almost middle-aged aspect of serene sagac-
ity. When I went to Oxford, I found Dart at
Exeter College, where we established poetical
friendship, and contended in all honour for the
Newdigate, reading our best passages to each,
other, for improving censure. Dart, very de-
servedly, won it that year, and gave promise of
generous distinction afterwards; but the hazel
eyes were too bright, and closed, in a year or
two, to this world's ambition.

I do not know how it chanced that the art
impulse which animated Edmund Oldfield's
grave sagacity did not manifest itself to me till
much later. He was the elder brother of a large
group of clever lads and lasses, amiable in the
extreme, yet in a slightly severe and evangelical
manner; whose father was in some tangible re-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